


What power the Duke ofYorke had leuied there, 

Then with directions j to repaire to Rauenfpurgh. 
North. Haue you forgot the Duke of Htrford , boy { 

H. Per. No my good Lord for that is not forgot 
Which ne’re I did remember, to my knowledge 
I neuer inmy life did looks on him. 

North. Then learne to know him now, this is the Duke, 
H. P, My gracious Lord, I tender you my feruice, 
Such as it is, being tender, raw, and young. 

Which elder daies ihall ripen and confirmc 
T o more approued feruice and defart. 

Bui. I thanke thee gentle Percies and be fure, 

1 count my felfe in nothing elfe fo happy. 

As in a foule remembring my good friends s 
And as my fortune ripens with thy louc. 

It (hall be (till thy true loues recompence, 

My heart this couenant makes, my hand thus (eales it. 

North. How farre is it to Barkley, and what fturre 
Keepes good old Yorke therewith his men of Wane? 

H-P. There (lands the Caftlebyyon tuft of trees, 
Mann’dwith tbree hundred men, as I haueheard; 

And in it are the Lords of Yorke, "Barkley , and Seymor t 
None elfe of name and noble eftimation. 

Nor. Here come the Lords of Rojfe and fVtllottghb], 
Bloudy with fpurring,fieric red with haft. 

Bui. WeLcomemyLords,Iwotyourk>uepurfue5 • 

' A baniOit Traitour ; all my treafurie 
Jsyetbut vnfelt thanks, which moreenricht, 

Shall be your loue and labours recompence. 

Rojfe.. Your prefence makes vs rich, mod noble Lord, 
ml. And farrefuemounts our labour to attaine it. 
"Bull. Euermore thanks, the Exchequer of the poorc, 
Which till my infant fortune comes to yeares, 
Standsfor my bounty : but whocomes heere l 
Nor. I t is my Lord of Barkeley, as I- guelle.. 

Bank,. My Lord of Herford , my melTage is to you. 
Bui. My Lord, my anfwere is to Laneafter, 

And L am come tofeeke that name in England, 



And I moft find that title in your tongue, 

Before I make reply to ought you fay. 

Bark. Miftakemenot my Lord,t'is not my meaning 
To race onctitle of your honour out : 

To you my Lord I come, what Lord you will. 

From the moft glorious of this land, 

The Duke otYorksito know what pricks you on, 

To take aduantage of the abfent time. 

And fright our natiue peace with felfe-borne ArmesJ 
Bui. I ihall not need ttanlportmy words by you. 

Here comes his Grace in perfon : My noble Vnckle J 
Y orke. Shew me thy humble heart, and not thy knee, 
Whole duety is deceiueable and falie. 

Bui. My gracious Vnckle J 

Yorke. Tut,tut,graccme no grace, nor Vncklemeno 
I am no traitours Vnckle^and that word Grace fVnckle, 
In anvngracions mouth,is but prophane : 

Why haue thofe bauiftit and forbidden legs 
Darde once to touch a dull of Bnglands ground ? 

But more then whyi Why haue they darde to march 
So many miles vpon her peacefull bofome, 

Fryting her pale-facde Villages with Warrc, 

And oftentation of defpifed Armes 2 

Comft thou becaufe th’annoynted King is hencci 

Why foolilh boy, theKingis left behind. 

And in my loyall bofome lies his power : 

Were I but now Lord offuch hot youth, 

As when braue Gaunt thy Father, and ttiy felfe, 

Refcued the Blacke Prince that young Alars of men. 

From foorth the rancks of many thoufands French, 

O then how quickly iliould this arrne of mine, 
Nowprifoner to the Paulfey, chaftifethee. 

And mini fter corredion to thy fault 1 
Bui. My gracious V nckle, let me know my fault. 

On what condition (lands it, and wherein ■* 

Yorke. Euen in condition of the word degree, 

In grolfe rebellion, and detefted trealon : 

Thou art a banilht man, and heere art coihe, 

E * Before 
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